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jostle of born freebooters on their beastly,
squealing, fighting stallions; it is not
easy for the stay-at-home. To begin
with, you cannot grasp without a violent
effort of the imagination what the word
non-militant means when applied to
certain huge populations in India. Every-
one of us in Europe has an ancestry that
any swashbuckler might envy; the most
peaceful little tradesman or clerk has in
his veins the blood of scores of fighters.
But in India you may find vast com-
munities that for a thousand or even two
thousand years have known nothing of the
sword except the feel of its edge when
applied by a conqueror. At the other
extreme, and geographically concentrated
in the North-West, are communities that
for centuries have borne the sword by
habit, faith, zest, generation after genera-
tion. The contrast is unique. The great
province of Bengal, with a population
roughly equal to that of Great Britain, can
yield not one single soldier for our Indian
army, which is, and for more than half a